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I retreated and sat down on the windsor-
chair to compose a letter of resignation which
was never delivered.
Because about a month later Innes was
carried down from the chair to the great
bed in Albert's room. I remember the
white still face and the dark angry eyes that
saw all the beauty that was to die with
him. All his unborn pictures sat by his
bedside, and at night they drew so close
that he could hardly breathe at all. One
day I found that the chair in which Alb ert had
watched during the long nights had been put
back in my room. I wished that it had
never gone. How much I wished that it
had not returned.